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never before been mooted in this country. The sooner
these cheap-jack gerrymanders of British policy realise
that the British voter will have nothing to do with so
crack-brained a scheme, the sooner it will come to the still
birth which is its inevitable fate."
Whatever attention Soamcs had given to ' The Parlous
State of England,' he could not be accused of anything so
rash as a faith in Foggartism. If Foggartism were killed
to-morrow, he, with his inherent distrust of theories and
ideas, his truly English pragmatism, could not help feeling
that Michael would be well rid of a white elephant. What
disquieted him, however, was the suspicion that he himself
had inspired this article. Was this that too-cheery fellow's
retort ?
Decidedly, he should not mention his visit when he
dined in South Square that evening.
The presence of a strange hat on the sarcophagus warned
him of a fourth party. Mr. Blythe, in fact, with a cocktail
in his hand, and an olive in his mouth, was talking
to Fleur, who was curled up on a cushion by the fire.
" You know Mr. Blythc, Dad ? "
Another Editor! Soamcs extended his hand with
caution.
Mr. Blythe swallowed the olive. " It's of no impor-
tance," he said.
" Well," said Fleur. " / think you ought to put it all
off, and let them feel they've made fools of themselves."
" Does Michael think that, Mrs. Mont ? "
" No ; Michael's got his shirt out ! " And they all looked
round at Michael, who was coming in.
He certainly had a somewhat headstrong air.
According to Michael, they must take it by the short
hairs and give as good as they got, or they might as well
put up the shutters. They were sent to Parliament to